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"^HE  love-lorn  thrush,  that  singeth  all  alone, 

Deep  in  the  wintry  woods  with  none  to  hear, 
Sings  she  the  less  because  no  raptured  ear 
Waiteth  to  catch  the  honey  of  her  tone  ? 
Deems  she  her  strains  have  taken  wings  and  flown 
Far  into  joyless  wastes  and  deserts  drear. 
Where  hveth  naught  save  death  ?     Or  hath  she  fear 
Such  sweetness  perish  in  oblivion  ? 

ObHvion  ?     Nay,  naught  that  hveth  dies, 
Or  is  forgot,  but  from  the  eternal  sides 
Each  fleeting  chord  of  strong  soul-melody 
Peals  ever  down  time's  aisles  :   yea,  overpeers 
The  music  of  the  silver-sounding  spheres, 
The  never-silent  murmer  of  the  sea  ! 


( 


N.H.W.  { 
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io       Jolu      friend. 


O  JOY  of  heaven,  brought  down  to  Earth  ! 

O  crown  for  souls  of  human  birth  ! 
To  Uve  and  love,  grow  pure  and  wise 
By  light  in  understanding  eyes  ! 

Dear  other  eyes  !   you  read  me  through, 

The  deeds  I  yearn  but  fail  to  do  : 

The  groping  thoughts  that  lose  their  way 

In  twilight  when  they  seek  the  day  : 

The  weak  words  that  would  fain  express 

The  spirit's  sense  of  deathlessness, 

And  speak  of  those  great  Loves  that  reign 

Triumphant  over  sin  and  pain. 

Yet  shrink  into  the  commonplace 

Before  they  dare  to  meet  your  face  ! 

The  careless  strangers  pause  and  smile 
And  glance  or  stare  a  little  while  : — 
' '  See  !  what  a  small  and  fooHsh  Ufe, 
Too  petty  to  be  called  a  strife  !  " 
Then  pales  the  glory  of  the  day, 
And  I  am  merely  mortal  clay 
TiU,  Friend,  you  reverently  come, 
Before  my  poor  heart  standing  dumb, 
Your  earthly  name  and  titles  naught 
In  that  vast  fane  of  Love  and  Thought  ; 


-""And  I — I  know  not  why  you  stand  \ 

With  head  low  bowed  and  empty  hand,  I 

Till  in  your  eyes  the  truth  I  see  : —  j 

"  I  worship  the  Divine  in  thee  !  "  i 

And  then  the  death-in-Ufe  which  bound  \ 

My  drowsy  soul  unto  the  ground  i 

Is  vanquished,  and  I  spring  to  Hfe  | 

To  bear  me  manfully  in  strife,  1 

No  captive  but  a  spirit  freed,  ( 

A  prince  and  son  of  God  indeed  !  I 


O  joy  of  heaven  brought  down  to  Earth  ! 
O  crown  for  souls  of  human  birth  ! 
To  live  and  love,  grow  pure  and  wise 
By  light  in  understanding  eyes  ! 
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(^s  when  a  traveller  through  a  veil  of  trees, 

That  fringe  the  highway,  while  grey-glimmering  dawn 
Creeps  upward,  sees  or  thinks  perchance  he  sees 
Huge  misty  mountain-masses,  faery  glades 
Jewelled  with  silvery  runnels,  and  beyond 
Dim  verdurous  plains  that  stretch  their  bosky  length 
League  upon  league  in  holt  and  mead  and  tilth 
And  hamlet,  on  to  where  the  shimmering  belt 
Of  Ocean  glistens,  and  the  breakers  plunge 
Eternally  upon  the  silent  shore  : — 
A  glamour  steals  upon  him  ;  as  he  stands, 
In  fantasy  there  rings  about  his  ears 
The  whisper  of  the  wind  among  the  wheat, 
The  low  lament  of  immemorial  seas 
Upon  a  silver  strand  :— So,  when  we  muse 
Upon  the  mystic  page  of  hfe  and  death, 
And,  lost  in  airy  contemplations,  pass 
Beyond  the  flaming  limits  of  the  world, 
O'er  us  a  faintness  creeps,  and  in  our  hearts 
There  throbs  a  sadness  that  is  half  a  joy  : 
For,  ghding  fast  upon  the  forceful  flood. 
Between  dim  shores  down  to  a  shoreless  deep, 
We  seem  to  hear  a  call  from  far  away,  \ 

That  echoes  faint  athwart  the  booming  bar, 
And  forthwith  strength  returns,  and  calm  resolve 
To  meet  whatever  fate  or  time  may  bring, 
Whatever  death  may  show  us  at  the  last. 


i  N.H.W. 
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^WEET  is  the  white  road  wandering  down  \ 

Over  the  heath  to  the  trim  white  town,  ; 

Rosalie  mine  !  ' 

For  once  again  is  the  sunlight  seen,  ; 

Striking  athwart  the  shimmering  green,  i 
Blent  with  the  gold  in  a  maze  of  sheen, 

Rosalie  mine  !  ] 

Pale  is  the  wold,  when  the  wan  moon  gleams 

On  the  dew-starred  fields  with  her  death-white  beams,  I 

Rosalie  mine  !  I 
And  sweet  moon-pale  was  thine  angel-face, 
When  I  raised  thee  up  from  the  fierce  mill-race, 

Dead — but  lit  with  a  deathless  grace,  i 

Rosalie  mine  !  . 

They  robed  thee  in  white,  and  they  laid  thee  down  ;• 

Over  the  heath  in  the  nestling  town,  ' 

Rosalie  mine  !  : 

In  the  dark  cold  earth,  with  a  dull  cold  stone  I 

Raised  at  thy  head,  and  they  left  me  alone  j 

With  a  hungry  heart  and  a  weary  moan,  I 

Rosalie  mine  !  I 

I 

\ 


)  I  stand  at  eve  on  the  whispering  wold, 

I  And  the  white  road  gleams  as  it  gleamed  of  old, 

I  RosaUe  mine  ! 

,;  The  breeze  in  the  boughs  above  me  weeps, 

:  And  up  from  the  moor  the  slow  moon  creeps, 

I  And  dim  in  the  hollow  the  white  town  sleeps, 

'■  Rosahe  mine  ! 


I  am  no  more  lonely — for  one  still  night 
I  heard  thy  voice  in  the  wind's  soft  flight, 

Rosahe  mine  ! 
And  I  wait  but  the  hour  : —  I  heard  thee  speak. 
Yet  I  could  not  reply,  for  my  soul  was  weak  : 
But  I  heard  thy  whisper,  gentle  and  meek, 

Rosahe  mine  ! 


I  I  wait  but  the  hour  :   from  the  waste  of  hfe 

I  I  shall  fly  to  tliine  arms  :   I  am  weary  of  strife, 

I  Rosalie  mine  ! 

t  Though  the  dim  wind  shriek  on  the  dreary  land, 

I  If  thou  speak  to  me,  love,  I  shall  understand, 

\  And  we  two  shall  wander  hand  in  hand, 

j  Rosalie  mine, 

'f 

I  Where  the  dear  white  road  goes  wandering  down 

\  Over  the  heath  to  the  trim  white  town, 

\  RosaUe  mine  ! 

j'  And  once  again  shall  the  sun  be  seen, 

I  Striking  athwart  the  shimmering  green, 

I  Blent  with  the  gold  in  a  maze  of  sheen, 

i  Rosalie  mine  ! 

I  N.H.W. 
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<Jls  a  young  babe  upon  its  mother's  breast 

Deems  his  alone  her  all-providing  care, 

Nor  understands  that  tender  love  to  share 

And  knows  no  world  beyond  her  arms'  soft  nest : 

So  the  child-man,  before  th'  Eternal  quest 

Dawns  on  his  half-grown  soul,  feels  Arms  that  bear, 

Hails  Love  that  sets  him  in  a  world  so  fair, 

And  leaves  his  manhood's  nobler  powers  unguessed  : 

But,  with  more  years,  is  not  content  to  be 

Shut  in  alone  with  kindest  shelt'ring  Love  ; 

He  feels  new  strength  inborn  and  longs  to  prove 

His  manly  powers,  to  give  his  gifts,  and  see, 

Lit  by  himself  on  ev'ry  brother's  face, 

A  smile  of  welcome  in  the  humblest  place  ! 


1904. 
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^OME  with  me,  0  well-beloved  : 

All  the  lovely  garden  calls  ! 
Let  us  gaze  upon  the  beauty 
Bounded  by  its  sunny  walls. 
Bounded  ?    Never  !  open  always 
To  the  boundless  sky  above 
Are  the  seen  and  unseen  glories 
Of  the  Garden  that  I  love. 

Come  with  me  and  I  will  tell  you 
All  the  thoughts  that  throng  my  heart, 
Messages  the  flowers  bring  me 
As  I  wander,  rapt,  apart. 
Rapt  into  the  Soul  of  Nature 
While  are  wafted  unto  me 
Haunting  music,  vision-pictures, 
Fragments  of  rare  poesy. 

Here  are  Roses — blushing,  bowing, 
Like  a  band  of  blooming  girls  : 
Such  a  bright  voluptuous  beauty, 
Such  a  wealth  of  sun-kissed  curls  ! 
Here  are  LiUes  tall  and  stately. 
Standing  with  ethereal  grace. 
In  their  snowy  pureness  seeming 
Vestal  virgins  of  the  place. 

Lo  ! — a  lake  of  moving  colour  ! 
Tis  a  splendid  court  that  waits 
For  the  coming  of  its  mistress 
Through  the  glowing  sunrise  gates. 


See — breeze  heralds  pass  among  them, 
Whispering  softly  to  the  crowd, 
And,  in  sign  of  loving  homage, 
All  their  graceful  heads  are  bowed. 

Here  are  little  timid  maidens. 

Very  white  and  fair  to  see  : 

Pure  and  golden-hearted  damsels 

Of  a  sweet  simplicity  ; 

They  are  standing,  straight  and  slender. 

In  an  unadorned  grace, 

And  a  childUke  soul  is  shining 

Fearlessly  from  every  face. 

Come  with  me,  O  well-beloved. 
Let  us  stand  among  the  flowers, 
Take  their  gentle  natures  on  us 
For  a  few  forgetful  hours  : 
Drown  our  human  sense  with  beauty, 
Close  our  ears  to  every  sound 
But  the  myriad  songs  of  Nature 
Floating  o'er  this  glowing  ground. 

We  should  be  so  happy.  Dearest, 
Sing  so  gaily  all  our  days. 
Could  we  blend  our  human  voices 
With  the  flowers'  perfect  praise  : 
Be  with  them  a  part  of  nature, 
And  ourselves  a  paean  fair, 
Giving,  taking,  love  and  beauty 
With  the  sun  and  dew  and  air. 
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Could  we,  could  we  all  her  glory 

I  In  our  human  ways  express, 

j  As  the  Roses  and  the  LiUes 

i  Do  in  simple  loveliness  ; 

[  Could  we  listen,  undistracted 

;  By  the  human  din  and  strife, 

\  To  her  music,  what  a  wondrous 

[■  Beatific  thing  were  Life  ! 
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^iCK  with  despair,  and  vexed  with  shadowy  doubt, 

When  my  hfe's  Hfe  lay  sleeping  the  long  sleep, 
I  climbed  the  hill  and  watched  the  weary  sheep 
Wind  bleating  through  the  dusk  :   and  heard  the  shout 
Of  strong  blithe-hearted  toilers  float  about 
The  misty  meads  :   and  wan  love-breezes  weep 
Among  the  ruined  woods  ;   far  up  the  deep 
Serene  star-faces  one  by  one  gleamed  out. 

So  madly  cursed  I  death's  prevailing  pang  : 

And  then  she  spoke  :   yea,  my  beloved  sang 

Among  the  voices  that  the  low  breeze  brought  ; 

I  felt  the  world's  heart  throb,  and  the  world's  breath 

Pant  the  wild  paean  : — "  There  is  no  death,  no  death  !" 

And  echo  softly  wliispered  : — "  Death  is  nought  !  " 

N.H.W. 
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CoME  to  me  when  the  ghmmering  verge  of  day 

Dies  into  stillness  on  the  weary  wold  ; 
When  the  inevitable  shadows  fold 
Their  strong  dim  wings  about  me,  as  I  pray 
Wan  hopeless  prayers  ;   and  dreary  death-winds  say, 
In  waihngs  far  along  the  forest  rolled  : — 
"  Despair  !   for  all  thou  lov'st  grows  mute  and  cold. 
Love  but  twines  wreathes  for  Death  to  cast  away  !  " 

Come  to  me  !  to  my  mist-enshrouded  sight 
Let  death  be  as  the  far  gleam  that  hath  shone 
For  him  that  journeys,  foot-sore  and  alone, 
Still  clearer  as  he  presses  through  the  night. 
And  straight  his  soul  leaps  up  ;   for  at  that  hght 
He  shall  find  rest  and  strength, — then  travel  on  ! 

N.H.W. 
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(Suggested  hy  E.  Blair  Leighton's  picture,  ^^  Elaine,'" 
which  was  on  view  in  Nottingham  Castle  during  the  winter 
season,  1902). 


The  Painter,  soliloquising, — 
'  Do  I  remember  ?  '   Ay  !  'twas  first  of  Spring, 
And  I  was  young — a  dreamy,  happy  boy, 
Who  wooed  the  April  Earth  for  very  joy 
In  all  her  loveliness  and  wantoning  ! 

Who  deemed,  to-day,  a  hfetime  all  too  short 
To  count  her  beauties  and  her  glories  o'er  : 
And,  on  the  morrow,  longed  to  live  no  more. 
Such  panting  pain  the  vivid  moments  brought ! 

'Twas  then  the  mighty  Merlin's  page  I  scanned. 
Moved  by  the  magic,  read  and  read  again 
The  tale  of  Lancelot  and  sweet  Elaine 
Who  lived,  dim  ages  past,  in  Faeryland. 

And  lo  ! — a  gentle  Vision  dawned  on  me — 
Herself— the  "  Lily  Maid  of  Astolat  "— 
Who  reached  ethereal  hands  to  where  I  sat, 
And  bade  me  rise,  a  deeper  glory  see  ! 

"  O  Boy,"  she  said,  in  tones  unearthly  sweet, 
"  I  loved  God's  gold,  which  men  accounted  clay. 
And  deemed  me  foolish,  being  not  as  they. 
For  I  was  born  with  wings  instead  of  feet. 


But  wings  for  ever  folded  :   I  would  gaze 
With  dumb  uneasy  longing  where  the  sky 
Enwreathes  the  mountain-tops,  and  vainly  sigh 
For  feet  to  bear  me  up  the  climbing  ways, 

Till  Lancelot  came  :  then  unto  me  it  seemed 
That  on  my  heart  God  laid  his  very  Hand, 
Unlocked  my  wings,  and  bade  my  soul  expand, 
And  showed  me  mountain  glories  never  dreamed  ! 

Then  did  I  seem  to  stand  on  sunny  air, 
To  mount — and  mount — towards  that  blessed  peak. 
'  Lo,  I  am  strong,'  I  cried,  'who  erst  was  weak  ! 
Not  all  in  vain  I  loved  the  Good  and  Fair  !  " 

(Alas  !    God's  pity  that  such  woes  betide 
The  human  souls  who  would  adventure  so  ! 
Stern  Nature  cries,  ''  More  hardly  must  ye  go  !  " 
And  fellow  mortals  pity  or  deride. ) 

"  I  fell — on  stony  earth,  with  broken  wings, 

Yet  not  unhappy  in  my  pain's  despite. 

For,  floating  down  the  slopes  and  through  the  night, 

Came  far-off  song  and  sweep  of  silver  strings 

Which  ever  neared,  till  blessed  faces  fired 
The  chilly  dark,  and  angel  succours  came 
Who  bore  me,  with  a  rapture  of  acclaim. 
Beyond,  above,  where  waits  the  Long-desired  !  " 

Here  ceased  that  aery  voice  which  rose  and  fell 
Into  the  silence  of  consummate  bhss  : 
Then  I,  all  eager,  "  Lady,  tell  me  this, — 
Did  your  Ideal  in  the  glory  dwell  ? 


For  I  have  heard  Sir  Worldly  Wiseman  say, 
'  Elaine  the  fair — and  faint  and  foolish — died 
Of  lovesick  languishing  and  naught  beside  : 
Bhnd  wilful  girl — whose  gold  was  only  clay  ! ' 

And  ladies  sigh,  '  0  poor  deceived  Elaine  ! 
Who  gave  her  gentle  love  and  life  and  all 
For  Lancelot — the  base  Queen's  willing  thrall  ; 
Death,  lies  not — and  she  passed  from  pain  to  pain.' 

"  Say,  is  it  true — was  sight  such  suffering  ? 
Did  far-off  glory  blur  and  blacken,  seen 
With  no  soft  haze  or  kindly  cloud  between  ? 
Found  you  a  slave  whom  you  had  hailed  as  King  ?" 

Scarce  needed  answer,  gazing  on  her  face 
Which  with  intense  and  solemn  rapture  shone  : 
"  To  you,  O  Child — O  happy-hearted  one  ! 
I  will  unfold  the  pleasures  of  that  Place. 

'Tis  there  that  pure  ideals  spring  to  birth 
And  live  and  grow,  while  worldly  souls  disdain, 
And  others  sigh,  'O  lovely  hopes — but  vain  !  ' 
And  they  who  bore,  as  childless  walk  the  earth, 

Hearts  yearning  o'er  their  offspring,  till  their  feet 
Lead  them — they  wis  not  how — to  where  they  wait 
To  welcome  Home  beside  the  Sunrise  Gate, 
So  grown,  they  scarcely  know  them  when  they  meet  ! 

There  One, '  All-Truth,'  came  lovingly  to  me, 
The  great  white  star,  '  All-Beauty,'  o'er  his  eyes  : 
And,  *  Come,'  he  said,  '  who  wert  so  simply  wise  : 
Who,  bhnd,  didst  feel  the  glory  thou  shalt  see  ! ' 


And  so  he  led  me  through  the  Timeless  Place 
To  Lancelot,  God's  highest  soul  and  best : 
O,  greater  far  than  my  small  heart  had  guessed, 
I  knew  him  when  I  saw  him  face  to  face  ! 

I  saw  no  calm  and  bloodless  Angel  stand 
To  meet  my  warm  love-looks  with  vague  surprise, 
But  a  hot  human  soul  with  spealdng  eyes, 
Who  sprang  at  once  to  clasp  me  by  the  hand. 

I  saw  a  Man  who  trod  an  anguished  way 
Mid  warring  fiends  and  through  the  blackest  night, 
Cr5ang,  in  spite  of  falls,  'Beyond — the  Light ! 
A  Son  of  Light  am  I  !  ' — and  won  the  day  !  " 

With  childish  wonder  seized,  I  raised  my  eyes 
To  scan  her  face  who  spake  so  glowingly  : 
But  turned,  affrighted,  for  it  seemed  to  me 
An  awful  Glory,  barring  Paradise 

From  daring  mortals  :   then  a  darkness  fell, 
And  when  it  cleared  I  found  myself  again 
Alone  beneath  the  trees,  the  bright  Elaine 
For  ever  vanished,  and  I  breathed  '  farewell.' 

Then,  "  Not  farewell !  for,  Lady,  thou  shalt  be 
My  heart's  Enthroned,  my  very  gentle  Saint : 
And  when  I  grow  to  manhood  I  will  paint 
Thy  loveliness  for  all  the  world  to  see  !  " 
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Js  thy  cheek  v/an,  and  thine  eye  dim  for  weeping  ? 

And  weary,  gazing  on  the  boundless  deep  ? 
Doth  thy  soul  faint,  and  would"st  thou  soon  be  sleeping 

The  last,  long  sleep  ? 

Nay,  look  thou  up  !   Hope's  day  stands  radiant  o'er  thee  ! 

Why  turn  thee  where  the  waning  shadov/s  lurk  ? 
Lo  !  God's  sweet  sunlight  strikes  the  path  before  thee  ! 

To  work  !     To  work  ! 

N.H.W. 
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\  ©EAR  wee  Margie,  well  I  know 

,;  Why  you  love  the  daisies  so, 

;  And  you  cannot,  careless,  pass 

;  When  you  see  them  in  the  grass. 

';  God  in  one  glad  moment  smiled, 

=  Made  the  Daisy  and  the  Child, 

>  Child  of  sunshine.  Flower  of  light, 

(  Little  sisters  pink  and  wliite. 

\  Daisy's  big  soft  heart  of  gold, 

I  Purely,  innocently  bold, 

;  Gazes  from  her  lowly  place 

I  Into  highest  heaven's  face  : 

]  She,  when  night  has  passed  away, 

Is  the  first  to  hail  the  day, 
First  with  white  arms  wide  to  cry, 
"  Loving  Father,  here  am  I  !  " 

i  Little  human  Flower,  might  I 

)  To  your  innocence  draw  nigh. 

Glad  the  least  on  earth  to  be 
If  my  Father  smiled  on  me  : 
:'  Learning  lowlily  to  bless. 

Small  unconscious  perfectness, 
I  should  gaze  with  fearless  eyes 
Into  very  Paradise  ! 

1904.  H.K.W. 
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J — looking  on  the  battlefield 

Where  human  souls  contend  or  yield — 

Saw  their  high  verities  revealed  : 

(For  God  had  touched  my  spirit-eyes, 
"  Soul,  be  thou  pure  to  recognise 
Myself  in  every  human  guise  !  ") 

I  looked  upon  the  men  who  fell, 
Whose  feeble  speech  could  never  tell 
How  they  had  meant  to  fight  so  well : 

Who,  e'er  their  mournful  sun  had  set, 
Forgot  those  very  yearnings — yet 
The  Father  never  will  forget ! 

I  marked  the  men  who  seemed  in  vain 
To  fight  and  fall,  and  rise  again. 
Their  armour  dull  with  dint  and  stain  : 

Whose  failures,  pitifully  clear, 
Evoke  man's  scorn  or  smile  or  sneer, 
The  while  the  loving  angels  cheer  ! 

The  forward-looking  souls  and  wise, 
Who  turn  their  glad  expectant  eyes 
To  where  the  Land  of  Promise  hes, 


-~t 


To  fall  perhaps  and  suffer  pain, 

The  agonies  of  self-disdain, 

Yet  rise  and  wear  that  look  again  ; 

The  humble  hearts  whose  high  ideal 
Is  for  the  souls  to  whom  they  steal 
To  cheer  and  comfort,  raise  and  heal : 

Who  for  themselves  will  never  fight, 

But  only  ask  to  bear  a  light 

To  brothers  who  were  else  in  night  ; 

And  they  of  hero-hearts  and  bold, 

Whose  fighting  blood  is  never  cold, 

Of  whom  'tis  never  said,  "  They're  old  !  " 

Supreme  and  splendid  souls  who  stand 
With  Godward  gaze  and  ready  hand. 
Powers  hailed  or  hidden  in  the  land  ; 

All  these  I  marked,  and  many  more. 
With  throbbing  heart,  eyes  brimming  o'er 
I  ne'er  had  seen  them  thus  before  ! 


For  He  who  had  unveiled  my  eyes 
Shone  through  the  earthhest  disguise 
I  saw  Divinity  arise  ! 

"  O  great  Revealer,  "  cried  I  then, 
' '  Of  glories  once  beyond  my  ken, 
,L  thank  Thee  for  my  fellow- men  !  " 

' '  For  spirit  sanctifying  sod. 

For  angels  seen  where  mortals  trod. 

For  all  the  human  Sons  of  God  !  " 


1904. 


H.K.W. 


1^. 


lOve  s       i\eques 


J   ask  no  more, — no  more  than  this  alone, 

To  sit  and  watch  thee  through  the  joyless  days, 
To  send  my  soul  up  all  the  weary  ways 
Thy  soul  hath  trod,  through  all  the  twilight-zone 
Of  shimmering  stars,  far  onward  to  the  throne 
Of  Boundlessness  :    and  in  the  stealing  haze 
Of  moon-blanched  dusk  with  passionate  eyes  to  gaze,- 
Still  gaze  upon  thee,  call  thee  still  mine  own. 

I  will  not  go ;    for  in  the  cool,  calm  night 
It  may  be  thou  wilt  come  to  me  once  more, 
Ranging  to  greet  me  down  Death's  mystic  height ; 
And  I  shall  mark  the  love-flush  flickering  o'er 
That  marble  cheek,  and  dawning  as  of  yore 
Beneath  those  death-dark  lids  the  old  love-light  I 

N.H.W. 
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*  JRere,  where  the  long  down  slopes  into  the  sea, 

Athwart  two  hnes  of  crag  ;  when  all  the  gorse 
Is  fired  with  sunshine,  and  the  mid-day  haze 
Hangs  on  the  far,  dim  waters  ;   while  the  gulls 
Wheel  their  shrill  flight,  and  swoop  about  the  cliff, 
With  brimming  eyes  I  sit,  and  brimming  heart. 
Scanning  with  wistful  gaze  the  boundless  deep. 
Nursing  a  boundless  woe  ;  or  darkhng,  stand 
Upon  the  whispering  shingle  of  the  shore, 
Hearing  the  dull  wash  of  the  drowsy  wave, 
The  ghostly  hiss  of  creeping  hnes  of  foam  ; 
Or,  when  the  wind  shrills  nightly  round  the  isle. 
With  foot  firm-set  upon  the  gUstening  crag, 
I  watch  the  wild  swirl  of  the  angry  surge 
About  the  headland  ;   and  ascending,  see 
The  hearth-fires  of  the  homesteads  flicker  forth. 
And  dot  the  twiUght  far  among  the  dales. 
And  the  blue  wreathed  smoke  curl  up  to  heaven 
Above  that  roof,  where  once  my  sire  held  rule. 
But  now  a  noisy  band  of  braggart  youths 
Holds  revel,  clothed  with  shamelessness  and  pride. 

Calm  broods  my  grief,  and  yet  anon  my  soul, 
Lonely,  alone,  wells  up  with  storms  of  woe, 
And  bursts  the  barrier  of  my  wan,  worn  Hps 
In  one  fierce,  passionate  plaint  ;   and  yet  no  voice 
Responsive  greets  mine  ear,  and  no  loved  face. 
Wet  with  true  tears  of  silent  sympathy. 
Peers  down  in  pity  ; — only  the  wild  wave 


Beats  out  itself  against  the  stubborn  crag, 
And  the  light  wind  goes  moaning  up  the  moor, 
And  passes,  moaning,  to  the  land  of  dreams. 

O,  sad,  still-heaving  sea  !   O  mutable 

In  changlessness  !   mystery  of  mysteries  ! 

O,  human-beating  heart,  that  on  thy  depths 

Bearest  brave  barks,  and  steadfast  souls  of  men, 

And  erstwhile  bar'st  my  sire  to  breezy  Troy, 

And  now  perchance  dost  gently  lap  him  round 

In  grots  of  sapphire  with  soft  lullabies, 

Bear  me  upon  thy  waters  !   Let  me  cast 

On  thee  my  dolorous  burden,  for  my  soul 

Is  sick  with  longing,  and  a  dim  desire 

To  lose  its  being  in  thy  vastnesses, 

And  fade  far  off  'mid  those  perennial  floods, 

That  beat  about  the  iron  throne  of  time, 

Far  from  the  wrack  of  life. 

For  now  to  me 
Seems  nothing  sadder  than  this  Ufe  of  ours. 
Pale,  meteor-like,  we  glimmer  through  the  dark, 
Pass  from  a  waste,  and  to  a  waste  return 
In  silent  solitude,  for  no  m.an  knows 
The  sad,  dim  dreams  that  vex  another's  path, 
And  aU  the  laboured  anguish  of  the  soul    • 
After  it  knows  not  what :   yet  stiU  we  reach 
i  Faint  hands  of  feeble  friendship  through  the  night, 

j  Saying — "  I  know," — "  I  feel," — and  yet  in  sooth 

I  We  feel  and  know  not,  save  that  each  man  walks 

I  Fast-shackled  to  a  hollow,  sad-eyed  wraith 

i  Of  his  own  self,  that  frights  him  as  he  moves. 

So,  Hke  an  eagle,  that  some  hunter's  dart 


Hath  smitten  sorely,  and  the  dark  blood  spurts,  ; 

And  stains  the  swarthy  plumage  of  her  breast,  ' 

While  she,  disdainful,  calling  her  last  powers 

Into  her  pinions,  circling  towers  aloft, 

Not  brooking  human  conquest,  and  at  once 

Cleaves  a  proud  path  to  a  dim,  lonely  peak, 

Fronting  the  stars,  and  there,  till  life  hath  ebbed, 

Crieth  alone,  and  no  man  hears  her  cry  ; — 

So  we,  enshrouded  in  a  vapoury  haze,  . 

Stand  each  upon  a  pinnacle  apart,  \ 

While  the  mist  rolls  around  us  ;   and  the  wail —  I 

The  multitudinous  wail  of  tired  souls, 

Breathing  the  weary  heart- ache  of  the  world  ] 

Up  to  the  deaf  ears  of  the  iron  skies,  j 

Strikes  through  the  thick  air.     On  the  dewy  glades  i 

Flares  up  the  dawn,  deep-laden  with  sweet  tints  I 

Of  the  rich  orient,  waking  lustrous  sheen  I 

And  dancing  splendour  on  the  lambent  wave,  | 

And  languid  odours  in  the  flickering  shades,  \ 

That  lurk  beneath  the  purple-bowering  pines.  | 

And  far  and  wide  among  the  drowsy  corn,  I 

And  happy  tilth  of  men,  streams  forth  the  Ught, 

Glad,  beauteous  boon,  and  everywhere  the  land 

Smiles  peaceful,  and  the  hearts  of  men  rejoice. 

So  the  glad  days  go  by,  yet  each  glad  day 

Wears  on  at  last  to  solemn  even- tide  ; 

And  all  along  the  melancholy  shore 

The  sad,  grey  wave  stands  hush'd,  and  the  shrill  birds 

Wing  placidly  to  roost  upon  the  crag. 

And  on  the  dales  a  dreary  twihght  falls. 

Yea,  twihght  in  my  heart  holds  pensive  sway, 

For  dim  thoughts  throng  me,-how,  hke  transient  gleams. 


We  feebly  flame,  and  feebly  flicker  out, 
Or  like  the  random  ripple  on  a  pond, 
That  flashes,  passing,  and  is  seen  no  more.' 

So  sang  Telemachus.     His  mournful  strain 
Waked  mournful  echoes  in  the  hollow  cHffs  ; 
A  sadness  crept  into  the  tumbling  wave, 
That  croon'd  its  tireless  dirges  to  the  shore  ; 
And  the  pale  moon  shot  down  a  pensive  ray, 
That  ht  upon  his  toil-worn  cheek  and  hair 
All  matted  with  brine  ;   and  wandering  winds 
Swept  shrieking  round  him  from  the  long,  lone  moor 
While  all  the  calm-eyed  companies  of  heaven 
Peered  down  in  pity,  and  the  land  lay  still  ; 
Till  the  long  shadows  longer  grew,  and  crept 
Far  up  the  mountain  side.     The  great  sun  dropped 
Into  the  sea,  and  all  the  paths  were  dim, 

N.H.W. 
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"TAe     Coronation,    1902, 

^HE  aisles  of  Britain's  greatest  fane 

Throb  to  their  farthest  reach  again, 
And  glow  with  pulsing  pride  of  Ufe, 
And  Past  and  Present  seem  at  strife. 
This  is  the  Heroes'  Hall  of  Rest 
Where  hes  the  dust  by  Britain  blest  : 
Where  sailors  leave  the  wheel  and  oar. 
And  soldiers  cease  to  think  of  war  : 
Where  poets  lay  their  laurels  down, 
And  monarchs  doff  the  robe  and  crown  : 
Where  death  maintains  a  solemn  state, 
And  God  reveals  the  truly  Great. 
Spirit  to  spirit  answers  here, 
The  veils  are  rent,  and  souls  see  clear. 

"  Mighty  Dead,  do  your  purer  eyes 
Look  with  scorn  on  our  pageantries  ? 
Do  you,  poised  upon  spirit-wings, 
Deem  them  fooUsh  and  petty  things  ? 
Do  you,  pitjnng,  smile  to-day 
As  upon  children  grave  in  play  ? 
Or,  remembering  all  must  die. 
Pass  our  vanities  sadly  by  ?  " 

"  Old  Earth  is  dearer  far  to-day 
Than  when  upon  her  breast  we  lay  : 
Her  kindly  arms  enwrapped  us  round. 
Our  spirits  clung  to  human  ground. 
Now,  from  our  mortal  swaddlings  free. 


The  splendid  Whole  of  Life  we  see  : 
Beauty  to  which  we  erst  were  blind 
Gladdens  our  eyes,  and  we  are  kind. 
You  deem  your  pomp  a  vain  pretence, 
Though  dazzhng  still  to  mortal  sense  : 
Yet  know  that  spirits  purified 
Can  sweep  the  gilded  dust  aside. 
With  piercing  vision  we  can  see 
A  glorious  Reality  ! 
Is  not  the  Crowning  of  a  King 
Too  great  for  aught  but  symbolling  ? 
And  we,  to  whom  our  Land  was  dear. 
Still  love  Her,  still  are  ever  near. 
■  Her  path  of  progress  once  we  trod 

Which,  now  we  know,  is  ruled  by  God. 
j  Still  must  her  patient  children  chmb 

'  The  cragged  and  misty  hills  of  Time. 

\  The  fathers  fall,  the  sons  begin, 

f  And  nearer  to  the  goal  they  win. 

r.  We  did  our  part :  and  now  we  gaze 

;  Along  the  steep  and  rugged  ways, 

And  mark  the  glory  crowning  all, 
Nor  vex  our  souls  if  climbers  fall." 


<( 


Behold  !   He  comes — your  King — at  last ! 
The  Present  greets  him— and  the  Past. 
To  us  he  makes  a  kingly  Vow  : 
We  set  a  Crown  upon  his  brow. 
Splendid  are  you  in  raiment  bright : 
We  shine  with  spiritual  light . 
With  loyal  pomp  you  greet  your  King  : 
Ours  is  a  stateUer  welcoming  !  " 

1902.  H.K.W. 
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©OWN  dripped  the  tired  rain  and  darkness  fell, 

Cheerless  and  cold,  upon  the  sordid  street : 

No  human  pulse  the  slowest  seemed  to  beat, 

Each  house  lowered  darkly  like  an  empty  cell  : 

Then,  through  the  sullen  silence  throbbed  the  sweU 

Of  Nature's  voices,  far  away  and  sweet. 

I  shut  my  eyes  and  lo  !  before  my  feet. 

In  misty  glory  stretched  the  Highland  dell ! 

One  moment's  dreaming — and  the  longing  eyes 

Must  look  on  sad,  unlovely  scenes  again  : 

See,  see  !  above  black  roofs  and  through  the  rain, 

A  crown  of  sunset  splendour  in  the  skies  ! 

I  cry  in  shame,  ' '  O  poor  despised  place, 

God  bends  above  thee  with  a  shining  Face  !  " 

1904.  H.K.W. 


Yita        Victrix, 


(D,  Death  !  They  say  the  dead  shall  hear  no  more 

The  wind's  loud  fury,  nor  the  weary  boom 

Of  wind-vext  waters, — no  more  catch  the  bloom 

Of  summer  ;  but  the  cold  world's  pitiless  roar 

Rageth  in  vain  outside  the  fast-barr'd  door. 

And  they  for  ever  in  the  dreamless  tomb 

Lie,  gulf'd  amid  the  elemental  gloom. 

Or  whirled  like  sere  leaves  on  the  forest-floor  ! 

Death  came.     I  felt  the  winnowing  of  his  wings. 

And  a  wild  wail  brake  from  me,  like  the  cry 

Of  the  doom'd  stag  that  hears  the  huntsmen  nigh. 

But  at  that  soft  approach  all  fairest  things 
Sprang  up  and  smiled,  and  earth  was  laughter-rife  ; 
And  when  I  looked, — Behold  ! — not  Death,  but  Life  ! 

N.H.W. 


io      Lizzie      omim.  ( 

f 

i 
Lizzie  Smith  was  a  child  of  mean  streets,  who,  in  the  winter  of 
1903,  tvhen  only  six  years  old,  attracted  some  notice  by  her  courage 
and  self-forgetfulness  in  the  rescue,  under  difficult  circumstances,  of  her 
baby  brother  from  a  burning  house. 

®EAR  little  Maiden,  let  me  offer  you  '■ 

A  tribute  true,  | 

Though  all  unworthy  of  the  fair  brave  deed  '. 

We  thrilled  to  read.  ! 

'Twas  done  alone — no  kindly  helper  near —  [ 

And  panic  fear  ; 

Might  well  have  sped  your  little  flying  feet  ; 

Towards  the  street  :  ; 

Might  well  have  paralysed  your  baby  brain  ■ 

Till  help  was  vian.  ; 
None  would  have  wondered  had  you  acted  so, 

But  well  we  know 
In  that  dread  moment  with  what  strength  supreme 

Beyond  a  dream, 
Where  strong  men  might  have  quailed,  you  thought  and 

Your  small  soul  bared,  [dared 

That  we  might  gaze  thereon  with  rev'rent  eyes  . 

And  recognise  \ 

The  heroism  selfless,  undefiled,  \ 

Of  a  wee  child  !  | 

1904.  H.K.W.  f 
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1  ne   One    Llnutterable     Need. 


J  pass  along  the  busy  street, 

Scanning  the  faces  that  I  meet, 

Striving  to  read  and  reahse 

The  things  deep- hid  in  human  eyes  : 

And  often,  all  unconsciously, 

They  open  out  their  hearts  to  me. 

Then,  dumb  with  unshed  tears,  I  read 

The  one  unutterable  need  ; 

For  some  discordantly  and  clear 

Only  the  din  of  traffic  hear  : 

And  some  pass  on  with  heavy  tread 

And  joyless  eyes  and  downcast  head  : 

* '  We  look  not  up — for  live  we  must — 

And  find  our  living  in  the  dust  ;  " 

And  some  are  not  entirely  sad 

Yet  never  have  been  wholly  glad. 

Joy  is  the  universal  need. 

Unknown  and  unexpressed  indeed. 

Unto  each  inmost  soul  a  Voice 

Sweet,  still  and  small,  would  say,  "  Rejoice  ! 

Look  up,  look  up — the  sky  is  blue  : 

Beauty  and  hope  were  born  for  you  !  " 

The  brightest  star  that  ever  shone, 

The  grandest  duty  ever  done. 

The  fairest  flower  that  ever  glowed. 


The  sweetest  song  that  ever  flowed, 
The  Poet's,  Painter's  highest  art 
Are  Thoughts  of  God's  Eternal  Heart : 
He  casts  them  forth  that  men  may  know 
Something  of  Heaven's  joy  below. 
Where  smiles  on  human  faces  shine 
Then  souls  are  nearest  the  Divine, 

**  And  light  is  cast  where  saints  have  trod 

,  The  ways  of  happiness  to  God. 

1898.  H.K.W. 
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I  "  Never  say  of  me  that  I  am  dead.'"~R.B. 


'  WEAR  Master,  suffer  me  to  bring 

I  A  little  lowly  flower, 

:  Not  to  a  grave's  dark  depth  to  fling, 

=  Some  sad  and  sombre  hour  : 

;  But  to  weave  into  (while  I  sing 

\  A  homage  to  your  power) 

;  The  glowing  wreath  upon  your  head, 

■;  0  Bard  unnumbered  with  the  Dead  ! 

I 

f  We  chant  a  mournful  dirge  for  those 


Whose  spirits  daily  die 
Until  the  sods  they  cling  to  close 

And  shut  them  from  the  sky  : 
But  not  for  you  whose  soul  arose 
And  then — as  now — on  high 
A  sunlit  upland  way  did  tread, 
And  left  behind  you  all  the  dead  ! 

When  mighty  mocking  Death  at  last 
I  His  gleaming  sword  outdrew  : — 

I  "  Now,  puny  mortal,  stand  aghast, 
\  Your  hopeless  struggle  due  !" 

I  With  fearless  step,  a  King,  you  passed 

\  "  Greater  am  I  than  you  !" 

I  And  the  grim  Spectre  bowed  his  head  :• 

I  "  Yea,  I  am  powerless  now,"  he  said. 


Adown  the  height  there  echoes  free 
Your  voice's  bugle-call : — 

"  O  glorious  Humanity, 
In  spite  of  fear  and  fall, 

Believe  in  final  victory, 
Believe  that  God  is  All ! 

That  I  and  you  together  tread, 

Divinely  Living — never  dead  !  " 

1903-  H.K.W. 
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(^HEN  deep  and  cool  in  the  twilight  hush 
Waketh  the  song  of  the  plaintive  thrush, 
Crown'd  with  promise  or  dimm'd  with  fears, 
Stealeth  a  dream  of  the  far-off  years. 

Soft  and  sweet,  like  a  summer  breeze, 
Wafting  whispers  of  moonlit  seas, 
Fancy  smiles  through  a  mist  of  tears. 
Straining  far  to  the  far-off  years. 

When  the  hush'd  stars  yearn  to  the  yearning  earth. 
And  the  dawn  leaps  up  in  a  flood  of  mirth. 
Or  the  dreary  day  through  a  fog-pall  peers, 
Still — as  of  old — in  the  far-off  years, 

Year  by  year  shall  the  spring  rejoice, 
And  each  day  wake  at  the  thrush's  voice  ? 
But  no  voice  steal  to  my  wistful  ears, 
Ltapp'd  in  he  calm  of  the  far-off  years  ? 

Shall  the  world  rave  on  in  a  feverous  sweat, 
And  vain  hope  struggle  with  vain  regret  ? 
And  shalt  thou  reck  naught  of  its  joys  and  fears. 
Soul  of  mine,  in  the  far-off  years  ? 


Weary  I  wail  with  a  deep-drawn  breath  : — 
'  Is  it  the  end,  that  men  call  death  ?' 
And  a  song  floats  over  the  vale  of  tears, 
From  somewhere — far  in  the  far-off  years. 

And  the  song  says  : — 'Nay,  thou  art  always  Thou  !' 

'  Time  is  nought  but  a  ceaseless  Now  ! ' 

'  Safely  and  surely  the  pilot  steers  ' 

'  All  to  the  main — in  the  far-off  years  ! ' 

JVIy  soul  looks  up  with  a  steadfast  gaze, 
And  strains  again  through  the  glimmering  haze  ; 
'Till,  lo  !  on  a  sudden  the  blank  mist  clears, 
And  I  sail  on  bold  to  the  far-off  years  ! 

N.H.W. 
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"  The  outward  God  he  ftndelh  not 

IVho  finds  not  God  within." 

F.    L.    HOSMER. 


J  WANDERED  in  a  solitary  way, 
And  found  no  place  of  rest : 
A  barren  lot  was  mine  from  day  to  day, 
A  hunger  of  the  breast. 

I  scanned  the  records  of  our  human  kind. 

And  lo  !  in  conscious  thought, 
And  deeds — unconscious  thinking — did  I  find 

One  Heart  with  mine,  that  sought : 

One  Heart,  that  knew  a  Greatness  not  its  own, 

And  served,  in  poor  blind  fear  : 
Or  raised  Ideals,  and  set  them  on  a  throne, 
I  Thinking  to  find  Him  near  : 

[  One  Heart,  that  darkly  saw  His  Face,  and  tried, 

I  In  fleeting  mortal  things, 

}  To  picture  the  Immortal — wild  and  wide, 

I  Uncouth  imaginings  ! 

i  "If  these  child-men  so  strove  for  God,"  I  said, 

i  "  And  we  so  smile  to-day, 

I  Shall  not  another  race,  when  we  are  dead, 

I  Deem  ours  as  bUnd  a  way  ? 

\  "  Says  every  age,  '  Behold  True  God  !  '  and  lo, 
1  A  phantom  of  the  brain  ! 

I  Is  not  man  always,  thinking  God  to  know, 
i  Flung  on  himself  again  ?  " 


I  sought  Him  in  the  shadow  of  the  creeds  :  \ 

"  Aye  hereunto,"  I  said,  | 

"  Turn  hungry  souls,  for  all  that  nature  needs,  j 

And  find  their  Living  Bread.  | 

' '  God  shall  be  known  in  this  Most  Holy  Place,  j 

,.,. 'Where  prayers  are  long  and  loud  :  "  | 
Then  in  I  pressed,  to  look  upon  His  Face. 
And  saw — a  wrangling  crowd. 

"  O  childish  Soul — O  foolish  Soul,  and  blind,  j 

To  deem  that,  human-wise,  i 

He  needs  earth-temples.     Go,  thy  God  to  find,  j 

Roofed  only  by  His  skies  !  "  | 

i  climbed  the  hills  :  in  field  and  wood  I  strayed, 

^   ^  And  sought  the  Face  of  God,  i 

And  found  a  Science  sneering,  "  Soul's  decayed  !  5 

Man's  but  a  breathing  clod  !  "  I 

i 
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"  I  will  go  forth,  my  fellow-men  to  seek,  I 

That  know  their  God,"  I  cried  :  ' 

"  I  see  His  glow  on  many  a  comrade's  cheek  :  '• 

Whence  are  they  satisfied  ?  "  ! 

I 

Upon  the  world's  great  highway,  beggarwise,  j 

I  crept  from  soul  to  soul,  ! 

Saw  God's  reflection  shine  in  many  eyes,  j 

And  prayed  a  passing  dole.  ) 


"  0  hungry  Brother,  we  have  nought,"  they  said, 

"  By  God  alone  we  Uve  : 
He  is  Our  Father  :  look  to  Him  for  bread, 

And  He  will  surely  give." 

I  cried  aloud  in  passionate  despair, 

"  I  seek,  and  cannot  find  !  " 
"  Dost  thou,  indeed,  not  see  Him  anywhere  ? 

Poor  Brother,  thou  art  blind  !  " 

Then  to  a  dreary,  desert  waste  I  fled. 

My  very  heart  a  stone, 
My  famished  Soul  despairing  now  of  bread, 
And  terribly  alone. 

"  In  utter  silence,  utter  dark,  I  fall. 

And  Soul  and  Self  must  die  ; 
Too  helpless  now  to  see  or  hear,  or  call  : 

As  nothingness  am  I  ! 

"  But  oh — ^Thou  Greatness — All- transcending  Love- 

I  know  Thee  as  Thou  art ! 
My  Rock  beneath,  my  cloudless  Sky  above, 

My  Soul,  my  Strength,  my  Heart !  " 

So  passed  I  in  the  power  of  that  new  birth, 

And  saw  Him  everywhere  : 
Never  an  atom  on  the  grey  old  earth 

But  mighty  witness  bare  ! 
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I  looked  upon  a  Brother's,  Sister's,  face,  j 

And  saw  the  deep  Divine,  ! 

And,  thrilling,  felt  that  primal  Soul  embrace  | 

The  God  who  rose  in  mine.  1 

4 
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It  is  not  lonely,  climbing  up  the  height :  5 

See — a  worn  pathway,  trod  I 

By  every  living  Soul  that  loves  the  Light,  | 

Urged  by  the  Inmost  God  !  \ 


Dull  Heart — one  Truth  there  is  that  thou  must  grasp  :  I 

Blind  eyes — one  Star  to  see  :  | 

Slow,  nerveless  hands — one  priceless  Pearl  to  clasp  : —  | 

God  in  all  else  and  thee  !  .^ 
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